Walking in the street. Getting elbowed, tramped on, pushed 
to one side. It was as if he wasn’t there. Nobody noticed 
anything, nobody looked back. Felix used to get angry and say 
things. Felix used to get angry a lot, the way they came down 
on him. He used to yell things, getting swept away in the 
avalanche. He wanted people to know he was there. Nothing he 
yelled at them helped. They would just stare at him and 
sometimes they said things back, aurtful things, and sometimes 
they laughed. Felix discovered that it was easier just staying 
quiet, as if he wasn't there, as if he was going where they 
were going. The trick was not to notice the difference. There 
was no way of explaining it to them. They were all walled up, 
anaesthetized at all the openings. Felix learnt not to be 
angry. 


They were running now, checking their watches. They don't 
like it out here. You can't blame them. It's pain out here. 
That's what they're walled up against. Felix knew it well, he'd 
felt it all his life. Out here you can be reached, in your 
body, in your mind, laid open, trampled. You got pillaged out 
nere, naked and an easy shot. You were nothing out here. No use 
getting angry. 


There was no rest till you got in some place, any place, 
some building or other. The place of work was the best place. 
That's what they liked best of all. Nice steady work where 
nothing could touch you. A home from home. Heaven it was, a 
heavenly joy, if only you could get it. If you ran with the 
others there was a chance, if you kept up. 


It was death out here. No place to go every day, no 
function, no identity out here. Felix knew. 


Maybe the public library or George Square? In the railway 
Stations they move you on, watcning for loiterers. Up to no 
good, that's for sure. Prowling the parks, eyeing up schoolkids 
lewdly. Nobody safe. Nothing sacred. Young mothers keenly 
aware, 


He used to cross the river to St John's before they tore it 
down. That was the chapel across from the model. The modellers 
used to go there in large numbers, out of the wet and the cold. 
Its big doors wide open day and night ever since he was a boy 
walking with Greta to 7 o'clock mass every morning rain or 
shine. He liked the chapel in the middle of the day when nobody 
was about and nothing was going on but just silence. In the 
back pew, hidden safe behind this great pillar of stone, close 
to the hot pipes, Greta's seat. It was a refuge. His last. 


He developed a skulking gait, and a way of dropping his 
eyes, No picnic, brother, out here. No deliverance till you get 
inside some building or other. A place of work would be fine, 
thanks, like his job at the school. No more of this spare-prick 
Staring at nothing. Getting reported. Heaven it is, a heavenly 
joy, if you can get it. Let's sink down quickly into our little 
cusny numbers, into our little ossuaries. Let's settle in 
nicely. It's heaven. 


Felix liked to stand somewhere quiet, in a quiet street 
without too much traffic and not too many people, and try not 
to notice. If he got to the right street, at the right time, he 
could dream he was alone. A dream of total isolation, a 
childhood dream. When Felix dreamed he made the world his own. 
He mastered everything, absorbed and translated everything into 
himself, yet remained untouched by the world, his integrity 
intact, his innocence whole. He could possess all the world at 
once, in a single rapturous moment, like the child. When he 
dreamed, there was no struggle with the world - the world was 
Felix and Felix was the world, at one moment to destroy, at 
another to create anew, in his beautiful isolation. Standing 
there in a quiet street, Felix was a child again. 


He would always start by trying not to see things. It was 
important to avoid people's eyes. If in so doing he should miss 
a familiar face it was all to the good. There was no room for 
talk. There was no room for recognition, real or pretended. One 
had to find the right spot in the right street, stand still, 
and try hard not to look. In time the dream would come. 


And yet, and Felix knew it better than anybody, one should 
always be prepared for the unexpected. That hot June afternoon 
the dream did not come. Instead it was the police who came. The 
police in uniform. Two young men, one with a moustache and 
skinny, and one clean shaven and fat. 


Felix was the pitiful figure by the pole. Not shaking his 
fist at the world or anything like that. In fact he made no 
gestures, threatening or otherwise, during the time he stood 
there. Out at the edge of the pavement, clear of the doorway 
and the closemouth. The lieges passed in and out unimpeded by 
his bulk. He was not soliciting favours from passersby. Not 
engaging minors in conversation. Not humming party tunes. Not 
rummaging in the litter basket. Not even leaning on the pole. 
All buttoned up with no private parts exposed to tne public 
gaze. Just standing there trying hard not to look into people's 
faces. People swishing past, people on busy errands to and fro, 
people in motor cars, on buses, people with people to see, 
places to go, things to attend to, anxious people who dart 
short quick glances in an out. He was trying not to look at the 
faces they made. Trying to stop himself making his own faces. 
Waiting for the sense of isolation to come over him. Waiting 
for the dream to well up in him. 


Felix's first thought was vandals. A little while earlier, 
while passing down John Street, he had seen a most astonishing 
thing. High up on the arcnway of the City Chambers, plastered 
boldly in white paint, was the slogan: 


THE PROVOST IS A POOF 


Felix stared up at it a long time, quite mystified as to 
now it had come to be there, so high up and on the Municipal 
Buildings of all places. And he had to admit ne might even have 
been smiling, indeed he might even have giggled somewhat. Or at 
least it mignt have looked that way. It was the thought of all 
these vandals roaming the streets at night with twin ladders 
and a cross-plank and buckets of white paint. It was only last 
week the High Court in the Saltmarket got badly daubed. And 
they were still cleaning up the walls of the Royal Concert Hall 
after an atrocious attack on the leader of the council. No 
politician, no judge, no entrpreneur was safe. 


But while he was standing there staring up and maybe 
smiling and maybe giggling somewhat - a face appeared at one of 
the upper windows. It did not seem to Felix a friendly face. 
The eyes seemed to be fixed on Felix in a severe and truculent 
glower. And taking thought for a moment he realised that 
anyone, and particularly the man at the upper window, might run 
away with tne wrong idea, seeing him standing there staring up 
and maybe smiling and maybe giggling like that. The wrong idea 
being that in some way or other Felix was connected with the 
vandals. He wasn't taking any chances. He what it was to get 
reported. 


So Felix made off. 


But no one, unless bent on deliberate misrepresentation - 
and some are by nature and calling thus bent - no one could say 
he bolted. Felix knew enough not to run. He was familiar with 
that deadly little beast the police let loose in courtrooms all 
over the land: "He spat in the constable's face, sir, and 
shouted I'll give you AIDS you bastard and then made a bolt for 
it, sir. 


He was suddenly worried. The man at the window up tnere, 
who might or might not have been the provost himself, could 
easily nave lifted a telephone. Or given it was just someone 
who was sure he knew a criminal when he saw one - John Citizen 
himself, watching and waiting a whole life long for just such 
an opportunity, he would certainly lift the telephone, as they 
constantly exhort him to do "if he sees anything". 


So Felix had to ask himself: was he traced to this very 
spot from John Street? 


The police didn't ask any questions. Felix knew they didn't 
have to. He knew it was all coming out in his face. The faces 
he made would let him down as always. Just another of his 
little quirks. What certain people liked to call his little 
quirks. Making faces. He couldn't help himself. He didn't know 
what kind of faces he made, and he didn't even know when he was 
making them, but he knew he made them. He was sure they didn't 
always reflect what was going on inside his head. Unless of 
course his face knew more about that than he did. He had 
suffered for his faces. Sometimes strangers walking in the 
Street grabbed at him and pushed nim about. Mostly they just 
snouted something abusive. On the other hand he was 
occasionally tne recipient of small gifts. Like tnat day in 
Buccleugh Street when an Asian gentleman shoved a grey striped 
collarless shirt into his overcoat pocket. The worst was when 
he had to appear in court. He had seen judges tear at their 
wigs with rage at the faces he made. Lawyers told him his best 
course was to close his eyes and lower his head; it seemed he 
made no silly faces when his eyes were closed. 


At last the fat cop said: "Any ID?" 


Felix brightened. ID he certainly had. He pulled out a 
sneaf of papers from his inside pocket and pushed them into the 
cop's hands. 


"That's me," Felix said. "That's my name and address at the 
top. It's my whole story from beginning to end." 


As the fat cop looked over the manuscript, the skinny cop 
unbuttoned Felix's overcoat and frisked him. 


FELIX 


"I had this letter to my lawyer all written out. I'd been 
working on it for two weeks. It was hard to know what to put in 
and what to leave out. I didn't want to create the wrong 
impression. It's not that I think there's a conspiracy against 
me or anything like that. I try not to leave anybody with that 
impression. I suppose I must have left quite a lot out. It 
really wasn't much to do with the charges against me. There 
wasn't much to be said on that side, not by me, anyway. I was 
told they had all these witnesses, including several police 
officers and two taxi drivers. It wasn't so much about the case 
as about me myself. I was hoping my lawyer would pass it over 
to the judge before he passed sentence, and then he would 
definitely see the whole thing in a different light. It was my 
only hope really. And it cheered me up a lot in the weeks 
before my trial." 

"You just keep moving," the fat cop said, stuffing the 
bundle of papers back into Felix's pocket. "On your way." 


And Felix moved off, in the same direction as the cops, 
buttoning up his coat again, relieved he wasn't to be arrested. 
[It could not have been the letter that saved him, there were 
twelve pages and they hardly glanced at a single one. [It may 
have been a case of mistaken identity. Maybe they were after 
somebody that hung about that locality. He may even have been 
standing at the scene of a crime for all he knew. Tnen again, 
they may even have been on a mission of mercy, fearing he was 
only waiting there to end it all under the wheels of a bus. Or 
could it be he made tne right face for once? It was a puzzle. 


Felix forgot all about his dream for the rest of the day. Out 
of sight of the cops he changed direction again and went home 
to continue with the letter. 


